uttered a blessing and my lisping cnua s tiebrew echoed his. After a little silence he "Would look at me with exalted eyes, and he would tell me that on the moon all the world gazed, that seas rose to meet her, and the years were wound about her beautiful path.
I knew father meant that the years were counted by the movements of the silver moon. But at school the very next morning I would recite to my teacher from our geography book the fact that days and years were counted by the revolutions of the sun!
I learned also at school of strange things altogether different from those father and mother knew. Indeed, much that was taught TL3|S by our teacher had nothing at all to do with the little kitchen in Soho.
To mother it was a constant source of wonder that we children were not only permitted [45] prayers before  and  after
